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“When you turn your back on the Emperor, you turn away from morality,”

-Dying Traitor, Unknown Location

Sometimes I do doubt if I had made the right choice by turning traitor as a superhuman soldier and working against the so-called Great Human Empire. Sure, being a traitor has its benefits but all the fighting and running away can get so dull. 

But it’s days like this that remind me of the amazing glory and bloodshed the so-called ugly loyalists get starved of. Because today she was going to die in a wonderful fashion.

Well, wonderful to me, horrific for her.

Feeling the freezing cold air chill my thick black armour, I smiled as I stepped into the little black box-room, I really couldn’t help but smile as I thought about all the necks snapped and blood sprayed up the walls. They were fun times.

Through my heavy metal helmet, I breathed in the foul air that stunk of mould and rotting flesh, even as a traitor who killed for a living, I still wanted to gag at the smell. 

I know I needed to get the enviro-systems fixed so the air could be purified but looking at the prisoners gagging and coughing that was enjoyable.

Lots of people in my Guard unit when I was a normal rule-following soldier of the disgusting Empire Army, they thought of me as strange and sadistic. I partially disagree, unlike them I do what needs to be done to protect myself and my friends.

That’s why I do what I do, I make sure every kill, every slaughter, every slice of my blade is for a purpose and necessary. I’ll never hurt someone unless I have to, lots of traitors are worse than me. As prisoners give out their final scream they normally curse me but they know nothing of true torture, I leave that for worse traitors.

My eyes narrowed as I stared at the bright white light on the top of the smooth black ceiling that flickered constantly. I knew it wasn’t meant to do that but that was life.

As I listened to the humming and buzzing of the ship’s engines, I rolled my eyes at how everything was slowly falling a part. There wasn’t a single thing on the ship that was perfect or working to perfection. 

A small part of me hated that and I wished I had taken up an offer a few years ago to join another Warband of traitors, but this was my home and as I looked at all the old brown blood streaks on the smooth black walls and ceiling, I knew this was where I belonged.

The sound of metal chains banging each other made me smile a final time as I looked at why I was here. This was going to be great fun.

Lowering my glaze I looked at the small bloody body of a young woman with smooth tanned skin, torn clothes and beautiful long strong brown hair. Back in my normal days before I turned into a superhuman I probably would have been respectful and admired her. 

But those days are long gone, instead I saw a beautifully young sack of flesh that needed to be interrogated. I only needed a name, one simple name, I didn’t want to hurt her, I had no intention of hurting her. 

I just needed a name to keep myself and my friends safe. (And hopefully bring her precious Human Empire crashing down)

As I looked at the chains that were wrapped round her arms and firmly attached them to the wall, I cocked my head as I remembered what the preparators had done to her. 

I hated how many humans I had had to kill to stop them from taking advantage of her, that was disgusting and I wasn’t going to have her interfered with, that behaviour was outrageous.

I remembered what my friends had said about her before I entered this little box room about how they had injected her with certain chemicals to make her more compliant. One of them had even given me a small vial to finish her off with, but that wasn’t my style, I didn’t want to hurt her.

In all honesty I doubted that it would work, this wasn’t a normal prisoner by any stretch of the imagination. Even as I stared at her smooth muscular body, I could see she was a fighter and she was definitely an Agent of The Emperor and more specifically, an assassin.

Breathing in more of the foul air I realised I didn’t really know why we had her, I knew she was an Assassin who was doing work for someone important but my bosses (they wish!) hadn’t told me who she worked for.

I smiled as I remembered how clear they were about making sure she told me who’s in charge of sending out the planetary distress call if her solar system was under attack.

The ship hummed a little louder as I attempted to think about what my bosses were planning but the sight of her bright blue eyes staring at me caught my attention.

I didn’t want to hurt her. I just needed a name.

Taking a step closer to her, I smiled under my helmet and her eyes watched me closely. She was definitely an assassin. And I knew neither one of us were going to talk first, assassins were much too stubborn for that.

As I knelt down in front of her, I felt the cold metal seep into my armour and my eyes met hers, even though she couldn’t see mine.

I stared at her for a moment before I realised if I didn’t start talking, nothing would happen.

“I’ve never deal with one of you before. I’ve killed a lot of humans. Soldiers. Officers. Arbiters. Superhumans. But never an assassin,”

She was perfectly still, no emotion, no movement. Impressive.

“I don’t like to hurt people but I will kill you slowly,” I said.

She smiled at that. I knew why, I clearly forgot this woman was use to killing and torturing people. 

“What’s the most creative way you’ve killed someone?” I asked.

She returned to her motionless pose, I would break her soon enough.

“I killed someone once by removing every single organ out of their body slowly. Then I made them eat them as I went,”

Still nothing.

Deciding I needed to get her at least a little more chatty, I took out a combat blade out of my armour.

She didn’t even blink.

I playfully ran the blade up and down her left leg, making a few shallow cuts as I went.

Didn’t even blink. She was a tough one.

I thrusted the blade in the leg.

Blood gushed out.

As I watched the rich dark red blood gushed out of the wound I looked her dead in the eye and she didn’t even blink.

“I don’t like hurting people so give me a name,” I said.

She cocked her head.

“Who’s in charge of getting reinforcements in this system?” I asked. 

It was a simple question and in all honesty I didn’t know why my bosses needed an assassin to know the answer, there were lots of easier targets to ask.

She smiled. “Traitor,” 

I was expecting her to say that like every single other prisoner with such hate but she didn’t. To her this was just a fact, nothing special, nothing dangerous, nothing remarkable. It was just a fact to her.

Taking the blade out of her leg, I carved a smiley face into her leg. More blood dripped out but less than I expected, maybe this assassin was using some kind of device to stop the bleeding. I hoped not. I didn’t want one of the traitor medics to carve her open to find it.

“Do you want to see how many muscles there are in your leg?” I asked.

She smiled at me. “Names are funny things,”

I was about to do something else to her when I started to think about her behaviour. She was perfectly calm in this situation and she actually wasn’t afraid in the slightest.

Now I know of stories from other traitors who talked to assassins and their stories always included screams and crying out for mercy in the end. This assassin wasn’t going to do that.

She was too calm.

I stared her dead in the eye and she smiled at me. She smiled at me! It wasn’t the kind of smile you have when you mock someone, it was kind of the smile you have when you know something the other person doesn’t.

My eyes narrowed as I tried to remember the details of what I was told about her capture. It was all normal, she tried to assassinate a major traitor and one of my bosses, we surprised her and...

Did we surprise her?

Did she really not know about the security we had for our leader? She was an assassin, careful, methodological, deadly. How could a person miss such a detail?

Her smile deepened like she was reading my mind.

I raised my blade at her.

She smiled.

Her hands swung free.

The chains were broken.

Metal chains snapped.

Metal shards whacked me.

Denting my armour.

She charged.

Tackling me to the ground.

My head smashed into the floor.

My ears rang.

She grabbed the blade.

I didn’t let go.

She whacked me in the face.

It was useless.

I was a superhuman.

Designed by the Emperor.

I slapped her.

She flew across the room.

I jumped up.

She charged.

I ducked.

She jumped into the air.

Wrapping her legs around me.

I tried to grab her.

It was useless.

She went around me.

I kept trying to grab her.

She dodged me.

She rammed the blade into my neck.

My helmet sensed the blade.

Sealing shut.

The blade hit the seal.

Shattering.

The blade’s hilt landed somewhere.

The assassin shot back.

Her hand bleeding.

Her leg started to bleed more.

She was on drugs.

I knew it.

Cheating assassin!

I flew at her.

The cold air whistled.

I grabbed her.

Throwing her against the wall.

Her head cracked.

Blood splashed up the wall.

She was still moving.

She jumped.
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